massive, powerful, once probably noble, but now
disfigured by the paltry windows and the green
shutters of modern dwellings, by a triviality of com-
mon commercial life, sparrows where eagles should
be. When nature takes a ruin, she usually glorifies
it, or touches it with a tenderness of romance. But
when people in the wine trade lay hold upon it, hang
out their washing in it, and establish their cafes and
their bakeries and their butchers' shops in the midst
of its rugged walls, its arches, and its columns, the
ruin suffers, and the people in the wine trade seem to
lose in value instead of gaining in importance.

Spalato is a strange confusion of old and new.   It
lacks the delicacy of Zara, the harmonious beauty of
Ragusa.   One era seems to fight with another within
it.    Here is a noble twelfth-century campanile,
nearly a hundred and eighty feet high, there a com-
mon row of little shops full of cheap and uninviting
articles.   Turning a corner, one comes unexpectedly
upon a Corinthian temple.   It is the Battistero di
San Giovanni, once perhaps the private temple of
Diocletian.   For the moment no one is near it, and
despite the icy breath of Bora raging through the
city and crying, "This is the day of the dead!" a calm
of dead years infolds you as you enter the massive
doorway and pass into the shadow beneath the stone
wagon-roof.   A few steps, and the smell of fish as-
sails you, hundreds of strings of onions greet your
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